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ROBERT KECK, 


— ———— — 


Eſq; 


” . 9 \ 
© * 1 


| Of the IN NER-TRMPLE, 


Who Died at Þ TIS, Sept. 16. 
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By a Friend, who accompanyad him to Dover in 
his Way to France; and return'd thither to 
meet his Corpſe, when brought over to be 

Buried in the Temple-Church in London. 


30s gd Ode, Se oi 
LO N D 0 N: 
Printed in the EAR MDCC XX. 
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On the DEATH of 


ROBERT 10 K, Eſq; 


N Heedlel bleſyd the flatt ring Wind and Tide, 
I That gently ſtole away our Hopes and Pride; 
4s if when paſYd the Sea, he wou'd have been 
_ 5 No leſs ſecure than happy on the Sein; 
eee . Where treach'rous Death, hid under Nature's 
Deluded Senſe entices to her Arms. (Charms, 
The Tyrant's Hand is arm d with Fruit and Grain, 


And Purple Cluſters her full Boſom ſtain. 


Thus on theſe Banks ſhe more with Kindneſs kills, 


Than when defid with Blood upon the Niles; 


Tears move but few ; all taken are with Smiles. 


No Martial Field can ſuch a Carnage boaſt, 
Where Noble mix'd with Common Lives are loſt: 
Deſtruction here grown delicate and nice, 


Preys on the Rich, the Virtuous, and the Wile. 
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1 will for a os Ws” * 
And nothing mare than what I wild for, mourn. 
"Y | 
| In Sorrow join gd officious Winds and Waves 
Lament in Sighs, and open into Graves 
Deny'd by * Thoſe, who, taught by Rome's High Prieſt, 
Renounce Humanity, to worlhip Chriſt. 


Le Sons of Neptune, ſpread the flutt' ring She 
On Shore we parted, on the Floods we'll meet. 
Here will I viſit him, though but in part; 
His cold Remains demand my Lips and Heart. 
Cold as they are, they to my Boſom give 
A quick ning Warmth, why can they not receive! 
( Who, Vain Philoſophy, wou'd be thy Slave?) 
They give what they have not, can never have; 
O-never, till the laſt loud Trumpet wakes 
His ſcatter'd Duſt, and i into Order ones. 


| [a when I view yon Chalky Mons, chat hides | 
Its Head ih Clouds, and boaſts its , 
With Wretches dangling from on high to get 
The Weed for Salad, others are to eat; 

Which gave Occifion to thoſe Glorious Lines 1 
Where our great Poet cy'n himſelf outſhines: 
Again, methinks my Ears and Eyes he fills 
With ſweeteſt Accents, and approving Smiles. 
Oft he thoſe Charms rehears d; laſt did it here, 
'T wixt Art and Nature's Bounds, the Cliffs and Peer. 
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* The French dey Clrian Burial to ol, but thoſe of their own Counmenion. 
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Hail, hs Soul, Grow thy fair Man ion burn'd || 


And eneifes as that to Aſhes turn'd, 


Thou hovring oer, whilſt I below Abend, 


Rejoiceſt with thy Corpſe to ſee thy Friend: 


Whether in Storms toſs d on the watry F jel, 

Or drove through thoſe that Ceres Harveſts ad. 
Though tis not He, alas! yet ſince 'twas ſo, 

As ſuch It ſhou'd and ſhall be treated now. 
When nought but Thanks I cou'd return to Him, 
My Fortune did not leſſen his Eſteem. 

On the ſame Foot our preſent Friendſhip ſtands, 
The weaker ſtill, the ſtronger Part, commands. 
Not that Fm leder rais d; for with Him lower 
I'm fall'n, _—_ not bereft of all 2 Power. | 


Ye, whoſ: Sed Laws tempeſtuous Worlds uit 
Proclaim a Calm throughout the Air and Sea : 


Let the flow Motions of the flowing Tide 


At once perform his Obſequies and guide ; 
And when th' alternate gentle Current fails, 


Looſe Wind enough to fill the Swelling Sails 


Tis not Ambition, nor the Thirſt of Gain, 
Occaſions our Adventu res on the Main. 
We ſerve not Thoſe, nor any ſordid Luſt, 
But hither come to the Deceaſed Juſt ; 


His Sacred Aſhes to convey and keep, 


That where He'livd with Honour, He may ſſcep. 
Let there no Shipwreck be, but what the Swiſs * 
And French endure, when they this Service mils. 


Proud of their Charge the faireſt Gales cer blew 
Flie faſter with It than we can purſue, 


F 


ended the Corpſe I France. 
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144 
In one ſhort Day from Calais briny Streams, 
"PENN? into the Boſom of the Thames. 


. His late beſt Subject Oar te : They for the King bi 
Went back, and fetch'd with near as ſwift a Wing. | 


* One Honour loſt, inorber Rill L have, 

Who lead the precious Relicks to the Gave. 
Round ev ry Court a gloomy Pomp proceeds ſ% i 
Compos d of Friends illuſtrious in their Weeds. 
So Phæbus veil'd, breaks through the vap'ry Shroud, | 
And makes a ſhiniog Beauty of a Cloud. } 


More Glorious Light; if pure n Rays. 
Permitted be to. viſit humble Lays, - 
O theſe inſpire, and to their Subject raiſe. 
Whilſt L preſume Thy Character to write, 
They, like Thy own, ſhould be corrett and bright. 


His Days abroad the Fates were Fu 'd to oy 
Who better bore the Want than Grief .of Fremd. 


Nor wou'd thi Al mighty his Belov'd advance, 
But from the Capital Eminence of France 
Thoſe Bluſhes from his glowing Cheeks to plant 
On theirs, which ow'd their Colouring to Paint. 


His Outward Fraine by Art and TREE grac 4. 
A lovely Shade around the Inward caſt; 
And both together ſo divinely ſhone, oo 
As they to Heay'n were jointly to have flown. 
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+ In bis Return from Hanover. 
* The Honour of accompanying the Corpſe to London. 
[| Zhe Funeral Proceſſion in the Temple. 


He freely gave, but with a doubtful Air, 
And with his own, foreſtall'd the Suitor's Prayer; 
As humbly king to beſtow it, Leave, 
As rother begg'd, the Favour to receive. 


He ſpoke che Living Languages and Dead, 
With the nice Jae of a Cricick read. 


Nor Coſt, nor Fails, His gen rous Nature ſpard, 
In doing Juſtice to an Ancient Bard. 
For their own Sakes the World kept Shakeſpear's Books, 
But wou'd not long have known him by his Looks, 
Had not the Founder of their Printed Race * 
Recover'd Theſe, and ſtopp'd that foul Diſgrace. 
Full well with Thefe agree the Lines beneath J, 
Which his own Muſe inſpir'd, alone cou'd breathe. 
The grateful N ymph His Patron made his Son, 
And crouding both their Laurels into one, 
A greater gave Him, than His Father's Crown. 
Thus ſhall the Head and Works reprinted join, 
Each other prove, and in Perfection ſhine ; 
And Waller's ſelf one Day corrected + ſtand, 
Through the ſame Bounty, but by his own Hand. 


Nor were His boundleſs Love and Kindneſs ſhown 
To Men of Skill and Tongues in Vogue alone; 
But all of ev'ry Sort that uſeful were, 
Increas'd his een and became "= Care. 


. 
and * — 
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EA Print 10 Shakeſpear, taken at Mr. Keck's Expence from a painted Or Oye 
nal, which he purchaſed with a * deal of Money, and N with no leſs 
Care. 


] Verſes under it, wrote ; by Mr. Keck. 


+ Mr. Waller's own Correct. ons of his own Works, alles Mr. Keck had, and de- 
ſigned to print: 


With 


Inferior Merit might negleQed lie, 
Whilſt undiſcover d by His ſearching Eye; 1.5 
But ſoon as known, ſtill, if accus d, twas clear'd, 


= 


Set free, if t bound ; and if deſpisd, reverd. 
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Who more than Theſe, or Theſe: wou'd b 
10 the rich Sources whence / they came, muſt go; 
gave Him Life, and are his Living Tomb. 
O may they live the Years He had ber 
Crown d with continual 
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